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Since then none of these can be
Fit objects for my love and me,
What then remains but th* only spring
Of all our loves and joys, the King ?

He who, being the whole ball                            45

Of day on earth, lends it to all;
When seeking to eclipse his right,
Blinded, we stand in our own light.

And now an universal mist

Of error is spread o'er each breast,                    50

With such a fury edg'd as is

Not found in th1 inwards of th' Abyss.

Oh, from thy glorious starry wain,

Dispense on me one sacred beam,

To light me where I soon may see                      55

How to serve you, and you trust me.

LUCASTA'S FAN,

WITH  A  LOOKING-GLASS  IN  IT

ESTRICH, thou feather'd fool and easy prey,
That larger sails to thy broad vessel need'st;

Snakes through thy guttur-neck hiss all the day,
Then on thy iron mess at supper feed'st.

Oh what a glorious transmigration                                5

From this to so divine an edifice
Hast thou straight made! near from a winged stone

Transform Jd into a bird of paradise.

Now do thy plumes for hue and lustre vie

With th' arch of heav'n that triumphs o'er past wet, 10
And in a rich enamell'd pinion lie,

With sapphires, amethysts and opals set.

Sometime they wing her side, then strive to drown
The day's eye's piercing beams, whose am'rous heat

Solicits still, till, with this shield of down,                    15

From her brave face his glowing fires are beat.